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which eighty-two years were not calculated to resist.
Much tradition, and of the very best kind, has died with
this excellent old lady; one of the few persons whose
spirits and cleanliness, and freshness of mind and body,
made old age lovely and desirable. In the general case,
it seems scarce endurable.
It seems odd to me that Eob Eoy * should have made
good fortune; pray let me know something of its history.
There is in Jedediah's present work a thing capable of
being woven out a bourgeoise tragedy. I think of con-
triving that it shall be in your hands some time before
the public see it, that you may try to operate upon it
yourself. This would not be difficult, as vol. 4, and part
of 3d, contain a different story. Avowedly I will never
write for the stage; if I do, "call me horse." And in-
deed I feel severely the want of knowledge of theatrical
business and effect: however, something we will do. I
am writing in the noise and babble of a head-court of
freeholders; therefore my letter is incoherent, and there-
fore it is written also on long paper; but therefore, more-
over, it will move by frank, as the member is here, and
stands upon his popularity. Kind compliments to Mrs.
Terry and Walter.
Yours very truly,
wai/teb scott.
On the morning that Mr. Terry received the foregoing
letter in London, Mr. "William Erskine was breakfasting
with him; and the chief subject of their conversation
was the sudden death of George Bullock, which had oc-
curred on the same night, and, as nearly as they could
ascertain, at the very hour when Scott was roused from
his sleep by the "mysterious disturbance " here described,
and sallied from his chamber with old Beardie's Killie-
crankie claymore in his hand. This coincidence, when
1 A drama founded on the novel of Hob Eoy had been produced, with
great success, on the London stage.

